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;           as he was crying: " I say there — you — have you seen
— oh, I — er beg your pardon! "
f              I also apologized, and added: " If you please, sir, does
this belong to you ?   I found it behind the scenes."
1              He ^caught it from my hand, bent to look at it in the
f           dim light, then, pressing it to his lips, exclaimed fer-
|           vently:  *4 Thank the good God f "   He held up a length
|           of broken black ribbon, saying: "Hey, but you have
|           played me a nice trick 1ft   1 understood at once that he
I           used the locket in ** Hamlet/* and I ventured:   " If you
I           can?t wear gold and your ribbon cuts, could you not have a
|           silver chain oxidized fur your * property * picture, sir ? ff
t           He chucked me under the chin, exclaiming:  ** A good
I            idea that — I — I'll tell Ellen of that; but, my dear, this
,            is no * property f locket — this is one of my greatest
I            earthly treasures — it's tin* picture of-—f>
v               He stopped ™ he looked at me for quite a moment,
j            then he        : " You come here to the light."   I followed
f            him obediently.   ** Now can you tell me who that is a
i            miniature of ? " and he placed the oval case in my hands.
?            1          a glance at the curled hair, the beautiful profile,
f            the broad turned-down collar, and smilingly exclaimed:
41 It's Lord Byron I"
j;               Good gracious, what was the matter with the little old
>            gentleman!   "Ha! ha! "he cried.   "Ha! ha! listen to
I            the girl! "    He fairly pranced about;  he got clear out
I            on the                  andv holding out his hands to the empti-
*                      cried           :   " Listen to the girl — Lord Byron,
\                    she — at' cine           !>f
f                "Well/1   I                resentfully,  "it  docs  look   like
;             Byron f *f   And he 4< fit 1 hafc!!            more, and wiped
I             his         tntl          Jl I          tell Ellen this.   Come here,
\             my clear,                  ! *f   He          my hand and led me
(             to the                         crying: <f It*a Charles, my dear —
f             it's             — and oh, my clear, my dcarf I — I          it
I             — tee        ! ** he        up the locket.
|                "Oh,                  I am!   And now, Charle»ff
;             youll         up        miserable riblion/' and she            hi§
i                       In